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Chapter | 


Chapter One... 


Well..here we go 

“Alexi! Wake up!" Janne yelled, bouncing on the bed..*boing boing* 
"Grrrrr!" comes the reply from underneath the bedclothes. 

*Boing boing boing* 

"G0 AWAY" 

"OK Grumpy Pants." Janne wanders off and knocks on next door. "Henkka?" 
‘Mmmmm?" from behind the door. 


"Where's the water pistol?" 


"Under my pillow." 
"Right" Henkka trails after Janne to Alexis room..swiftly followed by... 

*psssshhhhhhh* 

"Crap!" hissed Alexi, wiping the water from his face. "Oh well, at least its not the bucket of wee this time... 
Roope by now has woken up, locking decidedly dead after the party last night 

Jaska looks over at him, "Is he drunk?” 

"Nooo," begins Henkka, "he's always like that 

"Ohh 


"Come on," Janne sings out from the living room. "Will one of you get the hoover out before Lazy Legs Laiho 


gets up?" 


"Oh foo," hisses Henkka, trotting off to pick up the hoover. "This thing's as heavy as lead, what did you fill it up 
with this time?" 


Jaska looks over at Roope: "Here comes Lazy Legs!" 


"Uh oh!" 


Chapter 2 


Chapter 2 

"Maill" called Jaska from the kitchen 

"Il get it," replied Janne, like the dutiful slave, trotting off to the door mat. 

“Anything for me?" Henkka murmured as he sipped a coffee while putting his boots on 

"Errrr, Jaska, Roope, me, Lex, telephone bill, electric company statement, junk mail, ah here you are.’ 
"You open it" Henkka handed Janne the letter, turning his head away and looking sick. 


Jaska took the letter. Henri Seppala..he thought, must be official. His mother only calls him Henri when she's 


mad at him. 
"Dear Henri." blah blah blah. 
‘Oh my God! You're in the final ten, and they've entered you into Helsinki. Next week" 


Henkka went pale. "Shit!" he hissed, and walked out the door. He walked to the stable block, where Roope was 


attentively grooming his grey mare, Mustaruusu (Black Rose). 


"Hey Rosie," Henkka gently stroked her, snuggling his head into her neck and feeling the warm breath on his 


face. 
"What's the matter?" Roope asked 

Henkka didn't reply, but he looked as if he was going to vomit 

"Oh my God, you're in the Olympic team!" 

"No, not yet, but km in the final ten, and they want me and Rosie in Helsinki. Next week" 
"Next week?" hissed Roope. "That won't give us much time, but dont worry. | will help you. 
"Roope? Thanks, but don't tell Allu, he'll get jealous. 

Later.. 


Henkka sat on his bed, boots still on, legs dangling over the side. Roope winked at him, determined to keep his 


secret. Janne and Jaska were making arrangements for the new album. 

"Are you coming to rehearsals with me later?" Alexi bounded into the room, not even bothering to knock. 
| can't. | have to train," Henkka looked at the floor, absentmindedly polishing the saddle on his lap. 

"You don't have to train every minute of the day!" 

"Um," Henkka began, but Roope stepped in. 

"He has business in Helsinki. Next week. With Rosie." 

Oh." Alexi stomped out of the room, angry that he had to play second fiddle to Herkka's precious Rosie. 


"Ther's only one girl in my life," Alexi said to himself, while lacing up the only pair of shoes he owned whicch 
didn't have holes in them, "and l'm going to see her. Now." 


Chapter 3 
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Chapter 3 

Alexi knocked softly on the stable door. She came and stood next to him and he stroked her neck, tenderly 
kissing her on the nose. She stood slightly shorter than him, her chocolate brown eyes gazing up at him. She 
snuggled into his warmth. 

"OK baby let's do this," he spoke gently as he climbed the fence and found himself sitting on the top. He threw 
the saddle over her back and threaded the reins through the halter. He stood up, and dropped to the middle 
rung of the fence. *hop hop hop up* and he found himself astride her. He stroked her neck and leaned 
forward, opening the gate. 

"Good girl, Melody. Walk on" 


He made kissing noises at her, and she moved into trot. Suddenly he saw Roope exercising Henkka's mare. Rosie 


picked up speed and Roope sat forward in the saddle, clearing the fence by at least a foot. 
"Do you want To join us? I'm going to wind her down now. 
Ok," Alexi mumbled, looking around, suddenly feeling nervous. "Shit, no gate," he hissed. 


Suddenly a terrible idea crossed his mind. "| wonder," he thought to himself. Alexi told Melody to speed up and 
gently circled the paddock Suddenly, as she sped up, he leaned forward. "Melody, UP!" 


She soared into the air, as Roope closed his eyes and prayed for a miracle. Alexi stayed forward in the saddle 
as she landed, safely dropping to the other side of the fence. 


"Dear Godl" hissed Roope. 
Alexi blushed a deep red and whispered, "Don't tell Henkka, he'll kill me." 
"| promise on Bodom | won't tell a soul," swore Roope. 


Alexi leaned forward again and kissed Melody on the neck. "That's my girl, and no one's going to find out. We 


can do this, but we can't tell anyone, ok?" 
Melody made snuffling noises at him. 


"Good girl, it will be our secret, and Henkka will never find out." 


Chapter 4 


Chapter 4 


Alexi was becoming more withdrawn, any time he wasn't with the band, he was with Melody, and when he 
wasn't with her, he was plotting something, against people. His feelings towards Henkka were changing, so much 
so that he couldn't stand to be in the same room as him for longer than five minutes. 


Henkka didn't really understand it, but he confided in Roope. Alexi confided in beer, and vodka, and Jaska, and 
Janne in that order. He spat vitriolic hate at Henkka whenever they spoke to each other. 


One day Henkka was up in the top paddock with Rosie and Roope, Alexi comes running up, "Telephone!" 
Y P P P P g up P 


Henkka takes the mobile telephone and quickly runs behind a tree to take his call in private. Alexi is blissfully 


unaware of Henkka's eyes, watching him. 


"I'll take Rosie back," offered Alexi, standing on the fence. He does a few laps of the paddock, before pointing 
her at the fence and leaning forward. She flew over the fence with two feet to spare, landing gently on the 


other side. 
"Where did you learn to do that?" Henkka asked later, walking Rosie off. 
"Um," begins Alexi, looking over at Roope. 


"Alexi jumped Melody," Janne cuts in 


"You did WHAT? You're dead!" hissed Henkka, passing Rosie to Jaska and running off to the house to sulk. "I 
can't have that jumped up little gypsy thinking he's better than me," he thought to himself. 


Melody wouldn't settle that night, so Alexi spent the night in the stable with her. She got up and walked 
around, ears back, flicking her tail at him. 


‘Ive got an idea," Alexi thought out loud, and gently began to sing. "We're the Hate Crew, we'll stand and we 
won't fall, we're all for none and none for all, f you we'll fight till the last hit, and we sure as hell ain't taking 
no shit." 


He turned around, stroking her neck. "We're the Hate Crew." then he realised she was lying down. "Wow, it 


works. | have power!" 


Alexi walked back to the house, where everyone was asleep, and got into bed. He opened the window, letting the 
light of the full moon in. He stared at the moon, while opening the book of gypsy spells his grandmother had 


given him. He stared at the moon more intently, while he recited: 


"My pain is constant and sharp, and | do not wish for a better world for anyone, in fact | want my pain to be 
inflicted on..YOU, and sooner rather than later," he added as an afterthought, visualising Henkka in his mind's 


eye. Alexi repeated this ritual for over a week, while waiting impatiently for results. 


Chapter 5 
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Alexi awoke in the early morning, dressing quickly and running off down to the barn. He opened the stable and 


let himself in with Melody. 
‘Its ok baby, I'm here now, Henkka knows our secret and he will pay.” 


She snuggled her head into his neck as he saddled her and led her out. Unbeknown to him, Henkka was 
exercising Rosie in the top field. He turned her towards the fence. "Rosie, up!" 


The grey mare flew over the fence, depositing him on the other side. 
"Shit," Henkka hissed under his breath, and fainted 

Rosie trotted off and found herself back in the yard within five minutes. 
"Hey Rosie," Alexi greeted her. "Where's Henri 


Roope came running up. "I'll take her," and, swinging himself up onto her back, he shot off towards the top 


paddock. 

Henkka came round to find himself on the deck in a mud puddle just as Roope came riding up. 

"What the hell happened?" 

"| misjudged the fence” 

"Are you ok?" 

"| think so" 

Roope dismounted and tied Rosie to the fence. "It's ok, come on Is that blood coming out from your face?" 
"| don't know." 


"Come here." 


Roope takes Henkka's leg in his hands and throws him up towards the saddle. Henkka lands astride, but the pain 
in his shoulder and side is too much. He collapses on Rosie's neck. 


"Oh SHIT!" hissed Roope. "Come on Rosie." Roope unties her from the fence and climbs it, gently lowering 
himself onto her back, supporting Henkka as he does it. 


Later... 


‘Oh my God," Alexi sees them coming and takes a sharp inhalation of breath. "My spell worked. I'm the wise 
one!" He thought to himself with an evil laugh. 


